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61  ||  why are you solo?
I know somewhere down the road I’ll lose interest. Sure, right, 
interest in what? I mean, just interest in everything, people, life. 
I think in the end it all falls into one big pile of nothing. And 
nothing is pretty much self-explanatory, wouldn’t you say? 
 “Here again, Mitch?” Ah, we finally made our way to 
first name basis. I never thought this day would come with the 
academic office’s secretary. Dreams do come true, being part of a 
pathetic excuse of a senior class in high school, it’s easy pointing 
out who’s who. 
 “Yes, of course, Cindy. I just had to see you.” I gave her 
a wink. She smiled, which I read as being slightly uncomfortable 
and somewhat flattered, from what I’m only assuming is comes 
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from the fact that she probably doesn’t get many 
comments on her looks. I’m going to guess, mid 40s, 
and considering she’s more than overweight, picking 
up a dropped pencil is the workout of the week. 
It’s depressing to think how people can simply let 
themselves go like that. Wouldn’t you think that people 
would have the willpower to realize enough’s enough? 
 As I was sitting there, wondering off to my 
own world, contemplating the real issues of the day and 
solving world hunger and all; who would interrupt me 
but, Jackie Evans. She walked in as if she owned the 
world and without any thought, sat in the last seat in 
the row away from me, thinking that it would be the 
safest distance. Jackie Evans, huh, it’s funny to think 
that we used to be friends. Back when the Spork was 
invented and the world was changing as we know it. 
Without even looking, I knew she was rolling her eyes 
at me. She probably thinks I’m failing out or something, 
because she has the assumption that I’m trash. Which, 
I would like to state, my grades aren’t bad…they’re not 
good, but they’re not the worst thing I got going for 
me. She tried to be sneaky and peek over at me through 
the corner of her eye, but obviously, failed to do so. I 
winked at her then she shot her head forward. 
 “Fancy seeing you here,” I said starting the 
conversation off with a bang.
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 “Can’t say the same for you,” She said with 
a serious face. I didn’t say anything knowing how true 
it actually was. It’s something about being labeled as a 
troublemaker that makes you feel somewhat powerful, 
in a strange way. As I sat there trying to think of a 
better opening, I looked at her, seeing this new person 
she had become. Her hair was longer than it used to 
be, straight now, I guess her curls were too wild for her 
new personality. Clearly looked more “girly” than the 
past, wearing clothes that were more flattering, makeup 
all over her face, which was disappointing. Jackie has 
always been good looking… too bad she’s a bitch now. 
 “So what is it this time, Mitch?” She said 
crossing her legs and leaning my way. “Finally getting 
kicked out?”
 “Hell, I’m trying.” I joked.
 “Well, at least you’re trying in something.” 
She snipped. Way to just jump right into that. Attitude. 
Jeez. Like I don’t get enough of that already. She 
remained quiet after that, flipped her hair back showing 
how she was clearly better than me. I shook my head in 
disappointment.
 People change.
 Jackie was the first person to see me cry, which 
is kind of weird to think about. We used to climb the 
old willow tree during recess, which we considered to 
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be our clubhouse, and would have secret meetings. One 
day the meeting ran late and we decided that jumping 
down was the fastest and safest way. Yeah, we were bright 
kids. She had a perfect, graceful landing, while I landed on 
my arm and it snapped like a twig. She wanted to go get 
help right away, and as the tears dripped down my face I 
told her she couldn’t because then our clubhouse would 
be revealed. I know. I had my priorities straight. Once I 
passed out from the pain, she fled to a teacher. Day saved.
 We used to be neighbors when we were kids, 
which was how it all started with us. For 5 years, we 
walked to the bus stop together and back home from 
there. Hell, when the end of junior high rolled around, 
we finally got over the flirting stage and dated for a good 
amount of time, but then I realized I had no idea what 
dating was and gave up before screwing it up too badly. 
Apparently I didn’t get out soon enough though, because 
we hardly remained friends after that. And then she moved 
away. Not that far actually, just ten minutes away, but it 
was far enough to end whatever relationship we had. Just 
like that. No more meetings. No more tears, on my part. 
Not even a wave in the hallways. Somehow it morphed 
into a “You, exit my life” stage; where she’d use the 
“Avoiding” tactic on me, because obviously, not talking 
about problems makes them go away. Then before I knew 
it, we hated each other. There wasn’t an actual solid 
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reason, it just happened. Hate. Love it.
 My conclusion: bitter from the break up. 
Typical. Though lame, because it was so long ago and it 
wasn’t even—you know, never mind. I don’t even get it.
 Oh, and she started hanging out with all the 
preppy kids once hitting high school, where of course, 
as seen in the movies, I’m just not cool enough. It didn’t 
matter if I had just as many friends, or was as well known 
throughout the school. I was un-cool. Too un-cool for 
school. That’s a good one, good job, me.
 “So what’d they get you for?” I said peering over 
in her direction. “Caught cheating again?” 
 “Ever thought that I’m here because I set up a 
meeting with my advisor instead of being in trouble?” 
She said very matter of fact. “Not everyone’s as special as 
you.” Aw, how sweet.
 “You can set up meetings? Well, holy guacamole, 
Batman, you learn something new every day.” I snickered. 
Man, I’m funny. “Why’d you set up a meeting?”
 “To talk about the colleges I’m applying to.” She 
stated proudly. 
 Hmm... College. I think I could probably make 
it there/somewhere. But I don’t see the point of giving up 
all my money to a place that’s going to teach me how to 
be successful in life. I think I can figure it out on my own. 
There are plenty of people who didn’t go to college and 
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have good enough jobs to live off of, I think. Or I 
could just marry rich. There. Guys can do that too. 
Problem solved. 
 “Exciting.” I said sarcastically.  She laughed 
slightly, but not in a good way. I could tell I was already 
starting to piss her off, but I didn’t care. It didn’t matter 
to me how angry I got her, I think she deserves to get 
ticked off, the way she treats people now, like they’re 
ants that she can step on as she pleases. I didn’t get 
it honestly. It wasn’t as if she was a rich snobby kid 
who was daddy’s little girl, she just, all of the sudden, 
thought that it was the way to be to be considered 
royalty. Fuck that. “Yeah, I’ve already gotten into 
Harvard, Yale and Princeton. I just…can’t decide which 
one to choose, you know? It’s a really hard decision. 
Because they’re all really great schools, but are they 
really great enough for someone like me?” I shrugged, 
“I just… don’t know. Help me out here, Jackie. Lend 
me your thoughts.” I put my hand out to her and 
grinned. 
 She stared at my hand. She used to think I 
was funny. But now anything that doesn’t come from 
the mouth of her fellowship is garbage, as you 
probably could have already guessed. I looked at her 
face that started to turn red as she grinded her teeth. 
“Mitch, I actually take this seriously, okay? I want to 
make it somewhere. You’re playing at life like it’s some 
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kind of game—” 
 “Isn’t it?” Note: board game, Life.
 “What? No! It’s everything but.” 
 “Oh come on, Jackie. It’s something where 
you simply roll the dice and move accordingly.”
 “And so clearly you’ve done that.” She 
scowled pointing to where I was sitting, “You can’t go 
through everything by cheating. You have to follow the 
rules every now and then.”
 “Fuck the rules.” I said. “The rules are there 
to limit you.”
 She started fidgeting, I was really getting to 
her breaking point—a point I used to get scared of and 
now I only find entertainment in. If she blames me for 
her bitterness, I can be bitter from that. “When did 
you stop caring?” And snap.  “When did everything 
just stop mattering to you? Don’t you want to do 
something with your life? Don’t you want to be 
something?” Hmm, I think she’s a little pissed.
 She finally looked straight into my eyes. I 
have to say, I hate that feeling. It’s this death look that 
I can’t pull away from as she looks through my eyes 
and into my soul. And my soul is no friend to anyone. 
From there, it’s all downhill to the hell hole. And yeah, 
I knew. I knew all too well. When my older brother 
died, couple years back, what happened? We were sad. 
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We were all sad. And we all talked of how we missed 
him and tears were shed. But we didn’t talk about how 
he was young and never got a chance to do all these 
things. We didn’t say, well he lived a good life, for as 
short as it was. No one saw how great of a guy he was, 
no one said, “Your brother, he was something.” I used 
to think that when you’re gone at least, you should 
be thought of as something. But no, he wasn’t. And if 
when you’re gone, all that you lived for wasn’t even 
acknowledged? What the fuck do you do then? What’s 
the point of trying to be something if it doesn’t matter 
either way? You could have an impact for a moment, 
a single moment, and then it’s done. People move on. 
People 
lose interest. 
 Welcome to a world, where in truth, people 
don’t care about how other people are an image of 
greatness; they only care about themselves and their 
hope to be great. So no, I don’t have an older hand to 
guide me through thick and thin and tell me how to live 
and the lessons of the world. I have to become my own 
fucking guide. I have to make my own path. So no, I 
don’t bother to impress people if the only person I need 
to impress doesn’t need to be, me. Damn it. Get out of 
my head, Jackie. Get out, get out, get out!
 Shit. 
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 She was still looking at me questionably.
 Have I just been sitting silently for the past 
couple minutes?
 “Well?” She demanded. Oh yeah, like she 
didn’t know where she just was.
 “Well, what? What do you want me to say?” 
Her telling me what to do seemed to be a lot easier than 
me figuring it out for myself.
 “I want you to finally explain to me what it is 
about you that’s so… so—”
 “So… what?” I asked.
 “So… you,” she said, at a clear loss for words.
 “So me?” Good one, Jackie. “Why do I need 
to explain who I am? Why do I need to make a goal 
for myself to be something special? I don’t need to be 
perfect. No one needs to be. I just go with whatever’s 
going, I say what I want to say, I act how I want to 
act. And when there’s a challenge, I take it down, if I 
want to, at least. Beat whatever’s tossed at me, with no 
thought about who I’m to impress.” I don’t know how 
much sense that actually made to her.  
 “Mitch, you don’t need to try so hard to act 
hopeless.” That’s what she got out of that?
“I don’t think I’m hopeless—you think I’m trying to 
act hopeless?” That’s a stupid thing to say, if I wanted 
to act hopeless I’d walk around as if I was puppy with 
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my tail between my legs and have people feel sorry for 
me. I’d strictly act as if the world’s given up on me. She 
makes it sound like I’ve lost all faith, which isn’t true. “I 
just don’t put forth any more effort than I want to, was 
that not clear? That’s not an act of hopelessness,” big 
difference, Jackie, big difference.
 “Then what’s this?” She said gesturing at 
me. She gave a judgmental look at my worn vans, 
jeans, and shirt. Well, sorry if I like to wear what I feel 
comfortable in. I don’t feel the need to go and waste my 
money on new things that’ll just get worn out anyway. 
 “Then what’s that?” I said gesturing at her. 
Ah-ha! The tables have turned.
 “What’s what? My clean clothes?” She said 
confused.
 “No, not just the clothes, and not the fact that 
their clean—hey, mine are clean!” She shrugged and 
shook her head. “I mean just… you.”
 “Me?” She said starting to get defensive. 
 “Yeah, when did how you looked start to 
matter so much? What was wrong with, the kid, Jackie, 
who didn’t care what people thought of her and would 
just mess around like it was no one’s business? That 
Jackie was cool.” That felt awkward to say.
 “I grew up, Mitch. I finally decided to look 
a little more presentable for the world. And yeah, I 
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started to care what people thought, because it’s their 
thoughts that’ll help me get to where I want to be.” She 
said, I only laughed. “Sorry, if you think that’s stupid. 
But I can’t go on thinking life is carefree. People have 
responsibilities, you know.”
 “Oh, I know.” I think we had different thoughts 
on what responsibilities were. I didn’t feel the need to 
justify my remarks; I left them as they were. 
 She didn’t say anything at first. I think she was 
trying to comprehend it. Then she shifted, uneasy. She 
knew what she wanted to say, she knew what she needed 
to say. And I just sat there waiting to hear whatever she 
was going to shoot to me. 
 “Mitch, this is why we stopped being friends, 
your ridiculous reasons to simply give up on everything.” 
She said throwing her hands in the air with frustration. 
“You just end up making yourself look weak and hurting 
others. Do you realize that?” No. “Did that ever cross 
your mind?” No. I didn’t even know what she meant. 
I looked away not sure what else to do. She sighed and 
leaned back in her chair. My emotions shifted and I had 
a strange feeling that I needed to apologize, but I wasn’t 
really sure for what for. But I think I’ll go for it anyway.
 “I’m sorry?” Yeah, the question mark 
really helped…
 “For what?” Oh, shit. 
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 “I don’t know… for… what you said.” 
 “I get that when your brother passed away 
it was tough and it hurt you, but that doesn’t mean 
nothing’s worth it anymore.” She was trying to be 
comforting. I remember when I told her. We walked 
back to our elementary school and sat up in our tree, 
all she wanted to do was give me a hug and tell me it 
was going to be okay. All I wanted to do was jump off 
the treetop again just so I could focus on a different 
pain. Huh. I guess that could have been why we ended. I 
needed a new pain. I guess I didn’t take into realization 
that I was playing with a double-edged sword. “You can 
only lose so much time putting yourself through torture, 
don’t you think?” 
 I looked at her and slightly smiled with half a 
nod. It kind of freaked me out how she did that. I hated 
it. For as little as I’ve actually spoken, I felt like I broke 
down. For as far away as Jackie’s been all my life, she 
can still read me like a book. Maybe that’s what’s kept 
her away. She saw too clearly what she didn’t want to 
deal with, can’t blame her for that I guess. “You should 
probably be thanking me, you know.”
 “Thanking you?” She didn’t believe me.
 “Hey, I could have dragged you down the 
shithole a while back, but I was caring enough to cut 
you loose. That was sure nice of me, huh?” Well, at 
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least I thought it was thoughtful. She looked at me 
questionably, not sure how to reply, but I think she 
understood that was my way of saying sorry for being 
an ass without actually stating I was, which I was 
completely fine with.
 “I see no point in trying to enlighten you with 
words of wisdom saying how it’s important to give it 
your all, but you got to give it something. You say that 
you won’t try if you don’t want to. But we all do stuff 
we don’t want to do, I feel like you know that by now. 
That’s just how things go.”
 “Well aren’t you all grown up?” I said 
jokingly.
 She shook her head in seriousness, trying one 
last time to get through to me. “It’s not about making 
this historic mark on society or anything. It’s knowing, 
yourself, that you haven’t wasted you life away.” 
 “She’ll see you now.” Cindy said as she 
looked up from the desk once more to flash me that 
beautiful smile. That sly secretary, she’s probably been 
eavesdropping on our whole conversation, learning a 
thing or two, I bet.
 I stood up, brushing off the nonexistent dust 
on my shoulder and turned to Jackie and put back 
on my badass-guy front. The only front I knew of 
nowadays. “It’s about time, I was about to go complain 
74  ||  calliope
to the manager.” She shook her head at me and tried to 
hold in a laugh, but it didn’t work. I smiled, feeling as if 
I succeeded in my mission to get some sort of lightness 
between us. I guess that was the only closure we’d ever 
get. That was fine with me. I started to move towards 
the room I was all too familiar with, to talk about 
whatever was going on with my schooling, but then 
Jackie stopped me with a parting line.
 “I think there might be some hope for you, 
somewhere down the road, if you make it that far.” 
She said looking off to the distance as if she’d been 
pondering this for some time, then giving me a half 
smile, which I guess was better than none, “I mean, if 
you still have a life in you.” 
 Ah, a challenge. 
